The 
Angry couee 
‘OFe) a al No.16 Dec ’93/Jan ’94 


SCOTLAND'S FESTIVE HILLWALKER’S FANZINE 


Inside: 


... Superquarry 
re) of YO) eno 


.-- Hollywood 
hills 


Great 
Expectations 


{i 
{ 
t 

! 


/ ae : = soe es 
hy nly wees Wi 


...Psychopaths 
& Cycle Paths 


... fony Benn’s 
Diaries 


RNS: 
POOLS 
AS O 
f 
ere Ay 
46" x 


.. Marilyn 
AY TG we Ce) 


aR 
DR AY 
BRR E 


3 


Ve 
~ a. 
Si 
an 


SS 
SSS 
SKS 


VD) 


...Letters, 
cartoons, 
V.Diff quiz, 
Xmas Xword, 
a wee bit 
science, 
and much, 
much more! 


tot “is ¢ 
MAN L776 
KS BGG 


A TRADITIONAL SCOTTISH WELCOME - 
NO ROOM AT THE INN... AT THE CIC HUT 


THE ANGRY CORRIE 
HOUSE 48 

170 SANDIEFIELD RD 
GLASGOW G5 0DL 


Hillzine of the year, ’93 


Dec ’93/Jan 94 No.16 


Specky git, handsome dude: 
Dave Hewitt, Perkin Warbeck 


Scribbly bits: 

Alex Dillon, Val Hamilton, Grant 
Hutchison, Sandy Mathers, 
David McVey, Milo Minder- 


binder Jnr, Gavin Smith 


Liney things: 
Craig Smillie, Chris Tyler 


Big black-and-white thing: 
Shaggy | 


Final say: Jools 


TAC operates copyleft - ie all 
material reusable as long as it’s 
not for profit 


TAC2-15 available from above 
m address. £1 each inc. p&p, £2 for 
three, £2.50 for four or more. 
TAC1 - No never, no more 


Details of subs on p10. Cheques 
payable to The Angry Corrie. 


All letters considered for publi- 
cation unless otherwise stated. 


Phone TAC on 041-420-1137 
FAX TAC on 041-423-9332 


Printed by Clydeside Press, 37 High 
St, Glasgow. 


OUTLETS: 

All branches of Nevisport and Tiso, 
plus: 

Glasgow: 

The Outdoor Survival Shop, 156 
Buchanan St 

Clyde Books, 25 Parnie St 
Strathclyde Programme Shop, 73 
Robertson St 

Centrepeace, 143 Stockwell St 
Scotia Bar, 114 Stockwell St 
Soundfolk Music, 4 Chancellor St 
Paisley: 

Summits, 96 Causeyside St 
Hamilton: 

Summits, 30 Gateside St 

East Kilbride: 

Wild Rover, 53 The Plaza 

Embra: 

New Heights, 134 Lothian Rd 
Archways Promotions (Sports 
Bookshop), 50 Lochrin Buildings, 
Gilmore Place 

James Thin, 57 George St 
Outdoor Trading Co, 130 Rose St 
Stirling: 

New Heights, 26 Barnton St 
Falkirk: 

Challenge Sports, 25 Bank St 
Dunfermline: 

Summits, 28 Canmore St 
South-west: 

Frasers: 47 Burns Statue Sq, Ayr 
15/17 Castle St, Stranraer 

80 Friars Vennel, Dumfries 

64 High St, Hawick 

2 Bannatyne St, Lanark 

Wild Rover: 228 High St, Ayr 
Aberfeldy: 

Munros, 14Bank St 

Aberdeen: 

Marshalls, 186 George St 

Fort William: 

Ellis Brigham, St Mary's Hall, 
BelfordRd 

Up north: 

Fasgadh, Fersit 

The Paper Shop, Kingussie 
Clachaig Inn, Glen Coe 
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Skye: 
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Sligachan Hotel 
Albion’s Plain: 

Sportspages, Caxton Walk, 94-96 
Charing Cross Rd, London 
Cotswold Camping, 6A OxfordRd, 
Manchester 


BRIGHT TOO SOON... 


Whilst TAC has always prided 
itself on being widely read, 
our boundaries have recent ly 
stretched further than ever... 


Far off places, No.1: 

First came the arrival ofa 
cheque from someone in Bir- 
mingham. What ‘s unusual about 
that, youmay ask? - nothing 
exotic has occurred in Brum 
since the late-lamented Laurie 
Cunningham jinked down the 
wing for West Brom. But the 
subbie came from Birmingham 
... Alabama. 


Far off places, No.2: 

Then there’s the fact that TAC 
can now be accessed through 
the electronic ether by way 
of Glasgow Uni's on-line in- 
formation service, GLANCE 
(info.gla.ac.uk). Aperk of 
this is that anyone clocking- 
on can be noted. Hence TAC now 
serves not only Clermiston, 
Strathaven and Balmaha, but 
also Germany, Sweden and 
Canada. 


Derek Keith of angling action 
group SCAPA informs us ofa 
successful event at the Pots 
of Gartness salmon leap on 
17th October, after the local 
laird had physically harassed 
aperfectly legal group of 
visitors, including children, 
a week earlier. The laird 
complained about people using 
the Pots for “having sex, 
taking drugs and causing dam- 
age” . Good to see sex up there 
onthe illicit slate: we’re 
long overdue a return to 
Victorian values. 


In TAC13 we reviewed 
MunroMania, a boardgame made 
by WildWare of Oxford. (Or 
should that be OxFord?) Whilst 
singing its praises, we ex- 
pressed disappointment over 
the quality of one of the die 
supplied: its sun, snow and 
sheep symbols rubbed off at 
the first hint of sweaty- 
palmed excitement. But we’re 
now informed that the quality 
of said cuboid has improved - 
so why not treat someone for 
Christmas... (WildWare, 32 
Cricket Rd, Oxford OX4 3DG) 


; 0 Differences between 
Psychopaths and Cycle Paths 


| In Scotland, there are far more psychopaths than cycle 
paths. This is particularly true in the major cities: Glasgow 
has virtually no cycle paths at all, whilst whereas Embra has 
numerous, it takes only one visit to the Gilded Balloon 
at Festival time to realise it also has more bulging-eyed lunatics 
per head of population than any other city in Europe. 


2 Cycle paths are far more dangerous than psychopaths. This 
didn't used to be the case, until the rise of the so-called 
“mountain bike” (where the word “mountain” is redefined as 
“a large, preferably flat network of forestry tracks with a handy 
car park for the GTi’). But now no sooner do you set off for 
a quiet afternoon’s pedal to Loch Lomond or wherever than 
you're toppled into the verge by young lycra-clad males 
bedecked in garish helmets and wraparound shades, trying to 
imitate Arnie’s motorbike scenes in the Terminator movies. 


3. This, though, is not to deny that public roads are the 
unchallenged domain of the psychopath - a fact patently 
obvious to anyone who has ever pushed a pedal in anger. 
Motorists cut across you, horn blaring when it’s their fault, 
even wind down windows to shout “Ya big baldy specky 
bastard ye!” Well, they do to your editor at least. 


4 The most famous crossover between cotterless cranks and complete cranks came in the early seventeenth century, 
when Sir Walter Raleigh returned from the New World bearing a potato and a packet of Marlboro. His discovery of 
the latter was one of the most psychotic acts ever, condemning generation upon generation to an early death and smelly 
clothes. Raleigh did, however, invent the bicycle whilst visiting the Sheriff of Nottingham - only to later lose both the 
patent rights and his head following a plot hatched by two Irish pretenders, Lambert Sustrans and Kirkpatrick Macmillan. 


5 Truth be told, history is littered with psychopaths - Caligula, Vlad the Impaler, Lady Thatcher - who achieved fame 
and fortune by making life abjectly miserable for everyone bar themselves. Other heroes of the past often settled for 
mild eccentricity however. Take Hannibal for instance, whose attempt to drive a herd of elephants over the Alps was 
obviously psychotic. Interestingly, his feat is re-enacted each year when the Tour de France swarms over a succession 
of 3000m cols in one of the world’s most striking examples of group psychosis. There can be no cogent reason why 
so many otherwise fit and healthy young men would choose to suppress their sex drive and induce sterility by the wanton 
squashing of testicles against sharp plastic saddles. 


6 Elsewhere in France the situation is little better. Quite apart from all farmers - many of whom also pedal onion-strewn 
bicycles - being clearly psychotic, numerous mountain trails nowadays carry signs proclaiming: “Velo tout terrain - 
Interdit!”. Intended to dissuade the Muddy Foxers from making a grand mess of the Grandes Routes, these signs 
coincidentally make mention of the notorious fifteenth-century psychopath, Wel6étu Tehran. This seventh son of a 
Persian stoolmaker anda Polish washerwoman was burntat the stake for dressing up as the Popeand wringing his sister’s 
entire collection of chinchillas through his mother's mangle. 


7 There isa hillwalking connection, too. A little-known fact is that David Byrne, the singer out of Talking Heads, alludes 
to this very matter in his seminal song “Psycho Killer”. On the official version, Byrne’s stuttering lyric goes: “F-f-f-f-f- 
far better...” - whereas on an earlier, unreleased |2" bootleg, he can clearly be heard singing ‘“F-f-f-f-f-Fafernie...”, thus 
unexpectedly namechecking one of the eastern Highlands’ least distinguished Munro Tops. 


8 Many psychopaths are schizophrenic. Many cyclists ride tandems. Need we say more? 
9 Okay, if you insist. The nickname for psychiatrists is “trick cyclists”. QED now, surely? 
10 Ina 1984 social work essay entitled “Clinical perspectives of mental disorder”, Professor Derek Anton-Stephens 


opined: “Like the hippopotamus, a psychopath may be much easier to recognize than to describe”. This is also true 
of the bicycle. 
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like we have at home are making waves. 
GLORY HOLES GET BEEB I say to myself, this is a tough one. BAD WORDS will fall 


MEGABOOST thick as shit from a flying steer. Environment, protest, 
dust, pay, conditions, culture, native people are all BAD 
Believe me, my file wasn’t flagged for nothing when I WORDS (I once had a helluva job persuading the Utes it 
joined Whitewash & Snowjob over in the Big Apple. | was OK for their kids to play in uranium mine tailings). 
always figured that if some half-assed hypnotist can Now, as every PR man who can put bacon in the grits 
convince guys they’re in love with broomsticks, there’s | knows, BAD WORDS have to be squelched right away by 
just no limit to what a good PR man can achieve. And =GOOD WORDS, like sensitive, future, hi-tec, spin-off, 
hell, I proved it. profit. And this is what happens before my very eyes! 
When those faculty creeps at Colombia objected to a ‘After a shaky start, tho. 
nuclear dump a couple of blocks away in Central Park, I First, this reporter says rocks will be hauled by the glory- 
showed them that students working nights at the dump hole method, like at Glensanda. The hole can only be 
could pay their fees in advance - and if they died before seen from the air. This makes it environmentally sensi- 
the end of their courses, well, that'd be money in the bank. —_tive,a GOOD WORD. 
Drilling starts soon. 
They made me company president after that one and now EROSION 
I’m on sabbatical in Scotland - sitting in my room at 
Gleneagles. I’m banging all four Jesus, four!) TV buttons | think they’ve made a boo-boo. A couple of days back I 
trying to find something to drown the sound of the pissing tried to make a picture of your real quaint Castle Stalker 
rain. in Argyll but a goddam mess of dust, dirt roads and ero- 
I hit this show called Landward on BBC2. It turns out to sign across the Firth of Lorn made shit of the backdrop. 
be a revelation. Friends and neighbours, it’s a PR job to “What the hell’s that,” I asked my limo driver. “That’s the 
end all PR jobs. And, dammit, they don’t even seem to GJensanda quarry,” he said in his real quaint accent, “ye 
realise it, can see the bloody place at sea- level fae Luing tae Appin. 
It’s seen mair’n Cruachan noo.” 
WEIRDOS OK, anybody can make a mistake and if you're going to 
make one it’s better to make it at the start cause folks will 

It’s about this guy Iain Wilson and his idea to hack _ have forgotten it by the end of the promotion. And Land- 
megaholes out of Argyll, Harris and Caithness for rock to ward is soon back cooking with gas, magically changing 
pave freeways worldwide. A bunch of sandalled weirdos — dust from a BAD WORD into something good. 


4 


At the first mention of the stuff we’re transported to North 
Carolina faster’n Cromartie’s McKenzies after the 45. 
We see some sadsack rednecks throwing handfuls of 
God-knows-what on acres of dying trees (I told these hili- 
billies years ago they should cut down NC’s last tulip 
poplars before acid rain killed them - and the valuable 
trees). 

Landward informs us the hicks are remineralising sour 
soil. Gee, I think, the BBC must be loaded to send a team 
to film a bunch of rednecks. 

Here I’m going to have to use the word “seem” again, 
cause even an old PR hand like me can’t be sure if Land- 
ward is seriously suggesting that sour soil can be 
remineralised by rock dust, or does it just seem to be 
making this claim? 


EXPOSED 


I am sure that Harris ain’t nothing like NC - not 
geologicallywise, not weatherwise, frontwise or backwise, 
and toiling in tunnels in the tough days before I took up 
PR I saw rock dust turn into something like liquid 
concrete. “Ze on’y ting zat verdamt stuff produces iss 
silicosis,’ said my straw boss, known around camp as 
Wheezy Helmut. 

I get back to the action. They’ve just KO’d a couple of 
protesters. One is a sloppy writer guy who lives 30 miles 
from a possible site and looks like he wants to be 1000 
miles away from the camera. The other is a homely dame 
in Harris who is instantly exposed as what the locals call 
a white settler. They come on like B-movie extras, make a 
bad impression, then are told to take a hike, more or less. 
Anyway, as far as I can see from the Caithness sequence 
folks up there don’t give a shit about how the place looks. 
It’s littered with military ruins going back to World War II 
for chrissakes and I’ m told they already have a hole stuffed 
with all kinds of godawful waste that keeps bustin out in 
flames and nobody knows what it is. 


WEAKLINGS 


But mostly native people are a pain in the ass. Nicara- 
guans, Vietnamese, even Mohawks regularly raise a ruckus 
over their goddam culture. The Scotch too, but they’re 
just seven-stone weaklings who get dust kicked in their 
eyes, or so my Limey buddies tell me. 

But, hey, here’s Landward making the old tried and tested 
pitch I’ve used since Day | back a W & S - tell the mugs 
that if they don’t take the deal somebody else will. 
We’re in Norway where this Limey outfit Tarmac has a 
deal to dig holes. I know this Tarmac has clout on account 
of the big pounds it gives the Tory Party. 

I’m kinda disappointed with the clips, cause they show 
Norway is a whole lot different from Scotland, which may 
surprise many folks. The cliffs rise straight out of the sea 
with neat little inlets snuck in between. Hell, you could 
hide a battleship in there. 

A couple of Norwegians with lumpy kissers convey the 
impression they would enjoy digging holes in mountains 
almost as much as harpooning whales. 


SHARE 


I get to the edge of my chair. Here comes The Message, 
The Big Sell. What’s in it for the Scotch locals? Time to 
haul out GOOD WORDS, future, and spin-off, and VERY 
GOOD WORD, profit. 

Hold on a mite, says The Message and lo, sometime in the 
future spin-off profit from a passel of holes will pay for 
shelter belts - for sheep, I guess - provide brand new homes 
on remineralised land, build harbors and generally make 
the entire goddam coast look like Inverewe gardens that 
guy MacKenzie planted. 

Everybody gets a share and everybody makes a profit, as 
my pop Milo Snr used to say when I was knee-high to a 
grasshopper. 

All this time I’m wondering how they’re gonna handle 
the last two BAD WORDS, pay and conditions. Well, they 
don’t. No kidding, they just kinda disappear them, like 
the guys who made waves in that book Catch-22 my pop 
was in. 

Now I remember my limo driver saying most of the 150 
guys at Sanda work 11 days out of 14 and don’t winter in 
Florida, for sure. 


SHINY 


OK, that takes care of the locals. What’s the future for 
worked-out quarries? They show us this lousy black hole 
at Sanda. Not even Landward can make it look anything 
other than a lousy black hole. So what happens? We’re 
hustled over to Cruachan Power Station, a hi-tec wonder 
all bright and shiny and lit up like the Fourth of July. 
Why are we here? I know, it’s that new-fangled subliminal 
bullshit that tells me one day the lousy black hole will 
look like this when the rock’s done. 

I’m bustin with admiration. After all, how many dopes out 
there will ask themselves what the hell use is a power 
station on Harris or who needs another one at Sanda, only 
a spit’s distance from Cruachan? 


STRAIGHT 


Here’s how I see it. Smart guys from Yokahama to Yonkers 
know that any foreigner can buy as much of Scotland as 
he likes, it being a free country and all. They also know 
there’s megabucks in landfill. And, hell, these holes could 
handle all the household garbage and industrial waste 
Europe cared to send. About ten locais would have jobs 
for life, just shovelling it around. 

Soon as I get home I'll look up my old buddy Joe Toma- 
toes. Joe and his Family are Big in landfill. ’'ve promoted 
their projects from Memphis to Maine. I hear they’re 
already interested in Europe, in the Ardennes which is in 
France or Belgium or some other ticky-tacky country. 
You just got to hit at the right time. I mean, Wilson and 
these other straight guys in this deal can’t live forever. 
Have a good day, don’t take any wooden nickels and 
never give a sucker an even break. 


Milo Minderbinder Jnr 


Munros in the Movies 


No, not the nearly eponymous Marilyn, nor the less-exaited Caroline (bimbo interest in a few 1970s special 
effects swashbucklers). | mean Scottish hills and the way they’re portrayed in films and TV drama. Remember 
the opening episode of STV’s new Doctor Finlay? Finlay is travelling back to Tannochbrae and we see the train 
steaming past the familiar shape of Meall a’Bhuachaille, the fine heathery hill above Loch Morlich. The train 
then pulls into Boat of Garten, which was also used as the station for Strathblair, but as nobody watched BBC 
Scotland's sheepfest, no confusion resulted. At the station, Dr Finlay caught a taxi; in the next shot, on route 
to the surgery, it was shown rumbling along in the shadow of Dumgoyne, at the Strath Blane end of the 
Campsies. Finally, he reached Tannochbrae, now played, of course, by Auchtermuchty, a village just north of 
the Lomond Hills of Fife. 

Quite a taxi journey, especially if the meter was running. Later in the episode Dr Finlay again showed that 
travelling great distances was no problem for him; there he was, picnicking with his girlfriend above Loch 
Lomond, the Luss hills and Ben Lomond clearly visible in the background. A long way from Tannochbrae for a 
few sandwiches. 

Scotland's hills tend to be used in this anonymous way, lending background but not authenticity. For example, 
the Campsies have frequently been used by the BBC for dramas like The Eagle of the Ninth, and recently 
served for Harlech TV's version of Loma Doone - much to the miffedness of Exmoor people. The Glen Affric hills 
and forests were the setting for The Last of the 

Mohicans - the enjoyable BBC 1970s version, not Ana collect ngthe award for 
the recent Hollywood Hawkeye-as- BEST HILL CONTOUR on behalf of ‘ | 
Schwarzenegger splatter-movie. The slopes of The Cobbler is some ynknown Via | 
Slackdhu (known to Campsies afficianados - well, hie git... and a sheep Alte | 
me anyway - as Loose Pigeon) were the scene 7 
of the Zulu War sequence in Monty Python’s 
Meaning of Life. And who can forget Buachaille 
Etive Mor featuring in the Ripping Yarns episode 
about crossing the Andes by frog? 

The Buachaille achieved the rare distinction of 
playing itself in the 1970s version of Kidnapped, 
with David McCallum. (Could this smashing 
series be repeated, please, STV?) And, in the 
grainy titles that precede Taggart, Dumgoyne and 
the Campsies appear in the right place. Usually, 
though, Scottish hills serve as a scenic back- 
drop, anonymous, picked on their looks and not 
their personalities. This is true of everything from 
Geordie to Highlander, The Thirty-Nine Steps, 
Edge of Darkness and much more. 

Perhaps it’s time for walkers to insist that hills 
should appear in the cast list, not just lumped in 
under “Filmed at Pinewood Studios and on loca- 
tion in the Highlands of Scotland.” Let’s see hills 
identified by their names; why shouldn't Taggart 
announce, “Thurr’s been anothurr murrdurr. They fun the boady oan The Cobblurr. Whit’s that? - a pub or 
somethin?” Or perhaps Muriel Gray, Jimmie Macgregor and Peter MacDougall could collaborate on a script for 
BBC’s Screen One - Just Another Seana Bhraigh, or Down Where the Beinn a’Ghlo Go. 

Lovers of the Scottish hills, it’s in your hands. 


David McVey 


Ed - Three of the films and progs mentioned above spark vague memories. Firstly, there was indeed once a 
Taggart multi-parter involving a grisly series of campsite murrdurrs, various beardie hill types receiving ice- 
axes to make their ears burn. And after one such, Taggart consulted the local mountain rescue guru only to be 
told that the victim had just been on Beinn Dearg - with Dearg pronounced to rhyme with Berg - ie the English 
way! Secondly, didn’t the original black-and-white version of The Thirty-Nine Steps include a chase which 
rounded a corner in Glen Coe - the Three Sisters clearly visible - only to emerge beneath Embra Castle? And 
although not strictly hill-related, The Last of the Mohicans was briefly famous for the unlikely appearance of a 
crisp packet in one of the nineteenth-century North American woodland scenes. 
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Across: 

! Soars above Crannach Wood (5,10) 

9 A high point on a trip to Rum (7) 

10 A capital idea for Scotland, some say (7) 
!1 Nocturnal penumbras (4,7) 

14 Equip (3) 

15 Sail around to get here (4) 

16 Found once in busy glens (7,4) 

21 Small drum to accompany pipes (5) 
23 Contributes to Tweed (4,5) 

25 Ben found in 20 down (1'2) 

26 An abbreviated one plays in Dundee (3) 
27 Scottish game (3) 

28 Edits out changing sea levels (5) 

29 Towards Fraserburgh (2) 

30 Looks Scots (5) 

33 Pretty cold water (3) 

34 Broadly rustic Scot (5) 

36 A Roman copper coin (2) 

37 \s plural (3) 

38 Essential modern climbing gear (4,5,6) 


Solution Xword 9 (TACI 4): 


Down: 

! and 18 downA right royal get together (7,9) 
2 Smoker | shift is irritating (7) 

3 Big Ben (5) 

4 and 24 down Rude shelter below Lancet Edge (5,5) 
5 Of Albion's Plain (5) 

6 Watson was this to Holmes (2,9) 

7 Shire containing 9 across (6) 

8 Borrow an arboreal type inside (5) 

!2 Mineral or expected metal in it (3) 

13 Androgenous harrier (3) 

17 Direction white settlers go (7) 

18 See | down 

!9 Plain eastern state, comrade (7) 

20 An area central to hillwalkers' enjoyment (9) 
22 Lives by 23 across (8) 

23 Highland soldiers (7) 

24 See 4 down 

31 Black and White ones meet near Langholm (3) 
32 To know about Galloway Loch (3) 

34 Revolutionary period to see the light (3) 

35 Resident of Mordor (3) 


across: | peterhead, 5 ring ouzels, 7 geodesic, 8 icy step, 10 enlist, || ab - down: | peregrine, 2 tinto hill, 3 rookery, 4 dull, 6 shinty, 9 pub 


The Science Page (sort of)... 
The expectation equation - by Val Hamilton 


It was my own fault really: | had subconsciously chosen to ignore the warnings, the stories of 
rounding the corner to see twenty-four tents cheek by jowl (well, guy-rope by fly-sheet), the tales 
of being overwhelmed by Duke of Edinburghing school parties. Knoydart - the inaccessible, the 
so-frequently pictured destination. One factor was that I felt | deserved more reward for my effort 
after the “wonderful” coastal walk from Kinloch Hourn to Barrisdale (which again | had foolishly 
imagined would be flat - yes, | can read a map, | chose not to see what it was telling me), steaming 
beneath full cags, cloud level about ten feet, humidity 200%, up and down and up and down and up 
and down. My afternoon had not started well with the discovery that a small but full bottle of 
cooking oil had leaked all over my rucsac. (“Why didn’t you put the top on properly?” “Because | 
wanted all my clothes and especially my sleeping bag to smell like a chip shop for a week of 
course.”’) And then there was the 
weather forecast: set foul and confirmed 
as such by the car park man at Kinloch 
Hourn. “What a shame,” he said,“‘and it 
was beautiful all last week”. 

Knoydart, the great unknown and 
unknowable, no roads, no hordes, no 
nothing but mountains, sea, space. And 
at last the first sight of the promised land: 
buildings in various states of repair, tents 
galore, signs, tractors, people. To be fair 
(though that is one of the delights of TAC 
- you don’t have to be fair or reasonable 
or even rational), Knoydart and 
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HR 
you keep off the Munros (and even on 
them midweek), there are days of soli- 
tary walking to be had. | already had a 
less jaundiced view of the place by the 
following morning, having awoken to ab- 
solutely perfect weather (so much for 
local knowledge). By the evening the 
raging torrent we had camped beside had 
dried up completely, yet there was still 
a hint of breeze to keep the midges at 
bay. A great place to be, but not wilder- 
ness and not what | had expected. 

Wilderness must be perhaps a personal thing, but | have always been suspicious of the “last great 
wilderness” tag on Knoydart. | have felt more alone on the hills above Gargunnock (particularly 
when the bracken is over head high),in Glen Artney, never mind the Cairngorms or Monadh Liath, 
and certainly more isolated on the London Underground. So it partly depends on individual per- 
ceptions, but | would have thought that by any definition wilderness does not contain flush toilets. 
Alltbeithe Youth Hostel, by this definition at least, has that much going for it in the wilderness 
stakes. During our visit, until after the heroic efforts of Graham the multiple bog-emptier, the 
preferred facility was the heather. | hadn’t thought of Glen Affric as wilderness however; this 
time my expectation had been of old-time grey-bearded gangrels reminiscing of the days when all 


hostels were like Alltbeithe. In fact rather than being taken back to an earlier age | felt | had been 
transported to an alien land - in this case Germany. The Hostel is on a recommended route in the 
guidebook used by all German student visitors to Scotland. On one night there was a leavening of 
French - sole sustenance a bottle of Beaujolais - but another night the Teutonic monopoly was 
complete bar us and an insolvency accountant from Edinburgh. True there should have been a guy 
from London too, but he was last seen in late afternoon disappearing towards Loch Mullardoch, 
not to reappear for another 24 hours and to be greeted by the rescue helicopter looking for him. 
But that’s another story. 

Nice enough kids, the Germans, despite the fact that they had not grasped the principle of the 
non-self-emptying Elsan, but not quite what | was expecting. Which brings me to the point: the 
quest for an equation to relate expectations of a place to the reality. (In case you hadn't noticed, 
complex mathematical equations are now de rigeurin TAC articles. Pretty tough on us arithmophobes 
who thought Douglas Adams had invented the concept of Brownian motion and were only con- 
vinced otherwise by finding Tibor Fischer referring to it too.) 

The mathematical laws for Scottish hillwalking are not so straightforward as those for skiing, cf the 
Second Law as quoted by PN Rankin in The British Ski Yearbook 1963:“The enjoyment of Scottish 
skiing is in inverse proportion to expectations”. (Incidentally, the Third Law has an equally appea!- 
ing simplicity: “All seasons are below average”.) Once in a blue moon (which is presumably a 
calculable interval), you have a day that you just know is going to be good and it is. The converse 
is of course much more commonly true: you expect the day to be foul, your feet to hurt, the wind 
to change direction throughout the day so as to be always straight in your face, etc etc,and you are 
not disappointed. Therefore there has to be a mystery factor and it’s possible that this relates to 
Weare and Bum’s Normalised Ascentionist Aestheticism concept (see TAC! 5, pp5,6). Therefore | 
propose the following (not as many symbols as some but | think they're just showing off their fancy 
keyboards), where R = reality and E = expectation. 


Ra 1/E x NAA 


Can we get back to Shakespeare now? 


Well, maybe, but first... 


..ARE GLENS ELECTRIC? 


In light of recent discussion about so-called 
“Electric” lochs and rivers (see TAC 12, p16 
and TAC 15, p4), it may be of interest that an 
Electric Glen has now also been discovered. 
If you can bear to drag yourself away from 
the Munros, Corbetts and Donalds for an 
afternoon, and live anywhere near central 
Scotland, take a hike up Lendrick Hill in the 
Lesser Ochils, east of the Dunning-Yetts 
o’Muckhart road. 

But before starting off, glance at Sheet 58 
and guess which way the South Queich 
flows. Then slant up the grassy path south- 
eastward from Myrehaugh and have a look 
at the visible evidence... 


The glen is extremely odd: broad, spacious 
and populated at its upper end, narrow, rocky 
and barren at the lower - all of which makes 
the actual river appear to be flowing the 
wrong way. The entire party noted this on 
the day of the official editorial visit, and the 
impression was sustained for half an hour 
or more of the walk. Well worth a visit. 


My, RU; 
i 


A Doctor writes... 


What's all this crap about the healthy outdoors then? 
You'd have to be a loonie to risk it! You have been warned. 


Common medical complaints of hillwalkers: 

| Michael Forsyth’s Hardened Heart (terminal disorder) 

2 Rennie McOwan’s Spleen (chronic) 

3 Climber’s Nuts (surgical emergency) 

4 Bothy Dysentery (endemic at Culra) 

5 Jimmie Macgregor’s Contractual Obligations (only treated by B’Rupa) - Eh? - Ed. 

6 Dutch Access Disease (of growing pathological significance in the North-West) 

7 Muriel Gray’s Alopecia (managed by restricting use of peroxide bottle) 

8 Cairngorm Piles (simple home surgery is very effective, ask a friend to help) 

9 Murdo Munro’s Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (Behaviour Therapy helpful in some cases) 
10 Hamish MacInnes’s Ice Tools (declining prevalence thought to be due to global warming) 
..and not forgetting! 

11 Stalker's Disease (an extreme form of heavy-metal poisoning characterised by delusions of 
grandeur and deteriorating cerebral function) 


Why take the risk? Don’t bother! Hillwalking can seriously damage your health. 


Maud Gonne O’Rhea MD FRCPS 
TAC Medical Correspondent 


AVAILABLE NOW - THE FIRST BOOK BY 
TACit PRESS - MUNRO’S FABLES 


Laugh yourself silly with Grant Hutchison’s words and Chris Tyler’s pics. Meet a Happy Camper, 
the Lairig Ghru Man and Full Waxed Jacket. Read the further adventures of Lachlan McLoughlin 
- how he grapples with technology in the shape of Bionic 

Long-Johns, how he discovers Scotland’s most venerated 
historical artifact in Lachlan and the Stone. 

“My Book of the Year” - Dave Hewitt, editor, 

The Angry Corrie 

“Ideal for the dog for Christmas” - Perkin Warbeck, 
office boy, The Angry Corrie 

Only £6.50 inc. p&p, from House 48, 170 
Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL 

Also available: medium, large or extra-large TAC T-shirts. 
Hi-quality Hanes material, price £10 including p&p. 
Address as above. And subscribe to The Angry Corrie, 
only £6 for 6 issues. 

Or... £19 for all 3 items - Munro's Fables, 
T-shirt and TAC subscription! 


Or... £12.50 for any 2 of the 3 - cheques 


ISG is 
Me 


payable to The Angry Corrie aBN), 


As requlat readers will Know, has been Turned back by 
Murdo's bagging career has the GAMEKEEPER oF SoURR 
foundered on the rock of the DEARG... 


in e E 2] ite | 


... The camp Fire of bis ambitioy 
has been Itberally Gea aids 


Ti me fe 


MURDO MUNR 


‘at S| La 
ve we + 


Sf 
| 
| 


| ‘at's enough half- 
baked metaphors ! 
Get on with the 


Call yourself || big speccy L'll have foti seafaring and climbing skills 
abagser tp Veen ORT =J=—1 fo assist me ts the father 
pugnacious JOHN RIDGEWAY 


HD) MARILYNS Todds 
over 19090 peaks. 
| could shelve 
the In Pian 

B alyvost indefinitely. 


-——— 
—— 
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SS 


Warbeck &the Swan ©1993 


SSS 
Ungortunotely, Twoofthe = 
rilyns are SEA STACKS off 
St Kilda, waiting te Taunt me. 


\ y 


Grow 
Ww 


vee But he 15 a PROFESSIONAL, So 
Would presumeably help me for 
the money. 


Lt's a deal, Murdo! 
rC 
h aa x 


Why, I remember when I 
Wad to @al CHAY BLYTHE'S LIVER. 


No, it's the Army, firing 
rockets at St Kilda. 

Theoretically we should 
have permission, but L'm 
Crom the SENIOR SERVICE. 
I'm not Kow-TowING to 
a BUNCH OF SQUADDIES // 


yi 


Ts that the Look Chay, we're 
Man? our last albatross . Youcan 


spare the UPPER Lose / 


fol @ Ge We may need if for 


SURNNAL RATIONS, Murde ! 


The way I see it, Murdo, there 
ate TWo OPTIONS. I TERRIFY you 
up if with threats of PHYsicaAL 
PUNISHMENT or I employ OVERT 
PSYCHOLOGICAL. HUMILIATION, 


A SOAY SHEEP I!!! What a 
great chance to MEET ONE 
IN THE FLESH!! 


OUTDOOR TYPES: No.10 
Foreign Visitor 


You can tell right away he’s not local. Not local at all. It’s the fact that he’s lying in the middle of the path to Derry 
Lodge, taking a spectacular low-angle photograph of a thistle growing by the roadside, that gives the game away. 
Light-weight brown and blue rucksack, light-weight brown and blue boots. Baggy shorts, two pairs of colour-coordi- 
nated socks (the outer pair rolled down over his boot-tops). A loose top with lots of zips, a scarf tied dashingly around 
his neck. The whole ensemble has a subliminal air of having been bought in a oner - it is an ouffit, not the usual 
knocked-together pile of gear favoured by the average Brit. 

You stride past, vaguely disapproving, unable to justify the feeling. 

Later, on Derry Cairngorm, he catches up with you. You hear him coming from far off - a tiny bell ringing in the silence. 
What on earth? Itis, it transpires, intended to warn bears of his approach. Black bears, brown bears, grizzly bears - it 
doesn’t matter, they all apparently decamp if given adequate warning. 

Seems sensible, really, except ... 

Yes, he knows that. He’s so used to the bell he forgot all about it. He apologizes, takes the thing off his rucksack. 
Expresses the hope that he’ ll remember to put it on again when he gets back to the Rockies ... 

At the end of the day, you meet again, in the sunshine outside Derry Lodge. He asks where the bathroom is. Hm. You 
have a vague memory of finding a toilet around here somewhere, sometime ... No, haven’t a clue, now. Sorry. 
Somewhere to get a drink? You laugh at the soft foreigner. Sorry, he’ I] need 

to walk three miles back to the road, and then make his way to Braemar. 

After he’s gone, you think about it. Why not? Any civilized nation in the 

world would have a wee café here - crisps, chocolate, tea, beer. A bit of cheer 

and solace before the last, interminable trek back to the road. There’s prob- 

ably enough walking traffic to support something like that. Given that 

there’s a camp-site here already, where would be the harm? Instead, there’s 

a boarded-up shell that does no-one any good. 

You sit grumpily in the sun. You could just go a beer at the moment, too. 

Bloody foreigners ... 


“The Nineties - A Decade of Change in the North British Hills ple” 
An extract from the SMC Journal for 1999, written by Lord Murdo Munro of Ben Chonzie - as 
uncovered by Alex Dillon 


As the century draws to its close, it is perhaps an opportune moment to look back on the momentous changes that have 
occurred during the last decade. 

The 1994 White Paper, The Scottish Hills and How to Make Lots and Lots of Money Out of Them, was introduced at a 
time when what have come to be known as “The Little Wars of the Scottish Water Privatisation” were still at their height. 
The beleaguered Scottish radicals were too thinly spread and as usual too busy fighting amongst themselves to give 
this Paper the attention it deserved. George Galloway was unavoidably abroad in Italy renegotiating his contract with 
Gianni Versace. The editors of The Angry Corrie, by this time a samizdat publication, still had twenty years of their 
sentence to serve on the Penal Colony of Barra. The King of Thailand had written to the British Prime Minister, Sir 
Michael Howard, asking for clemency on their behalf, but his plea had met with no response, there being, no interest 
shown by Hollywood or the tabloid press in buying their story. The radical opposition leadership, such as it was, had 
devolved to a group of substance-crazed former members of the outlawed Mountain Bothies Association. 

The decision to call a snap election at the beginning of 1994 had been considered ill-advised at the time, but the brilliant 
strategy of coupling a large decrease in taxation with the promise of a free mountain bike for every Conservative voter 
had swung the day and produced a Conservative majority in the Scottish (Halfords) Assembly as well as throughout the 
rest of Britain. Extension of sponsorship into the arena of government was considered worthwhile, and in any case the 
shoulder patch advertising logos worn by the representatives had been most tastefully designed by Hugo Boss. 

The Scottish Mountaineering Council, anxious not to be left behind in the new era of deregulation, had brought out a 
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third edition of their successful A/unros Guide in 
1995 with the active participation of a great many 
sponsors. Some dyed-in-the-wool traditionalists 
did not approve of the new edition, but editor Mr 
Kelvin McKenzie from his holiday home nestling 
at the foot of Ben Sanyo More said, “You should 
be bloody grateful to Rupert for allowing you the 
use of his presses to publish the bloody book. 

Anyway I don’t see much difference between a 
few Japanese names and the gobbledygook you 
tossers talk up here. If the - what do you call them? 
- Corbetts had been a bit bigger, we could have got 
sponsorship support for them as well. 

The transfer of the National Trust for Scotland into 
the private sector and subsequent takeover by C 
‘n’ Do brought a welcome infusion of funds from 
the new investors. This resulted in the more popu- 
lar ascents being, booked for up to three years ahead 
by parties of foreign walkers. The new chairman Sir 
Michael Forsyth justified this by his policy of keep- 
ing open “slots” for the indigenous people at re- 
duced prices in the less popular months of March 
and October. Commenting on the installation of 
turnstiles at the foot of the Pepsi-Cola Aonach Eagach, the editor of Abseiler and Mountain Biker (incorporating, 
Climber and Hillwalker), Sir Gary Bushell, said “This was inevitable after the levelling of the ridge and provision of 
handrails, thanks to the generosity of Sir Jimmy Saville, and the addition of the Muddy Fox mountain bike lane. The 
floodlights now installed under the Benson and Hedges Buachaille Etive Mor have also solved the problems we have 
had with climbers being knocked off by abseilers and bungee-jumpers during the day. We must move with the times”. 

The 1996 takeover of the Mountain Bothies Association by Trust House Forte had also been inevitable after the 
legislation introduced as a result of the White Paper. The cash infusion provided by the new owners meant that the 
original “bothies” could be developed, provided of course that it was done in the best of taste. It was now possible to 
drive to “bothies” which had been booked in advance from the THF/MBA colour brochure. The usual few malcontents 
were unhappy about this, but as the manager of Shenavall Bothy and Conference Centre, Mr Kevin Snotter, recently 
said, “We don’t want these people hanging around like tramps with their Triang stoves making our visiting executives 
feel uncomfortable. Some of our guests have told me that in the old days people had to walk to bothies. Even then there 
was no guarantee that they would get a bed for the night, as there wasn’t any centralised booking system like we have 
now. One can only guess what the standard of the food was like. I gather that the toilet facilities were pretty bad as well. 

Excuse me, I have to go and meet the afternoon helicopter...”. 

The establishment in 1997 of Mountain Access Corridors, also known as Rights of Way, did not meet with universal 
approval. Thanks however to the brilliant marketing coup whereby the credit card group Access joined with the Scottish 
Landowners Federation, hillusers could now pay for their annual licence and swipe their cards through the newly 
installed card readers at the hill access points prior to their pre-booked walk. Admission prices to the hills were fairly 
worked out in conjunction with OFHILL, the consumers’ watchdog group, and were based on such considerations as 
height, views and whether or not Muriel Gray would be there that day. 

The extension of sponsorship also meant that individual organisations, ie multinationals and large companies, could 
now offer mountain access as part of their employment remuneration package. Large companies such as BP or British 
Telecom now had their regular weeks on the more beautiful hills for the exclusive use of their staff. Smaller companies, 
such as IBM, had a weekend on Beinn Mhanach in October. 

The introduction by the government of the Mountain Bikers Charter in 1998 was recognition of the part played in the 
development of the mountain access lanes by the Mountain Bikers Association or MBA(1998) - not to be confused with 
the other organisation with the same initials which was now of course proscribed. Thanks to an arrangement made 
between the new MBA, the government, and a very persuasive Irishman who just happened to be in the area and had 
a couple of million tons of the black stuff left over from a job he had just finished, it was now possible to drive to each 
of the “Munro Experiences” and park your car at the conveniently situated access points. In next to no time the intrepid 
adventurer had another entry in his laptop Munroist’s Log. Advances in Virtual Reality had of course enabled the 
physically challenged to experience all the Munros without actually leaving their home, it having long been suspected 
that there were many who had only ever completed the list in their heads anyway. 


oa 


S 
SJ 
Se, 


(The editors are sorry to relate that the article remains unfinished. Sadly this was due to the sudden onset of schizo- 
Phrenia in Sir Murdo, who for no apparent reason suddenly attacked his wife Lady Sally of Forth, beating her 
savagely with a hardback copy of The Next Fifty Donalds by Muriel Gray. He can now be contacted at the Sir Hugh 
Munro Memorial Home for Bewildered Mountaineers. Don t worry, he will soon be back in the community again.) 
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Hill Diaries: Tony Benn 
Tuesday, 7th April 1966 


abinet with Harold, Denis, 

George Brown et al, followed 

by working lunch over at the 
Ministry. Harold phoned to talk over 
my proposed sabbatical thing. He 
really is being most obstructive. Six 
months is all | ask, just enough time ayy. 
to scrape past 200 Munros, but no, = 
he insists | stay on full time here. The 
country will simply not find it credible, he says, that one day you are fit and 
healthy, the next you vanish from the public eye “For reasons of ill-health’, 
just so you can run about up north amongst eagles and stags and your 
tweedy forbears. So that is that. | have to stay wearing this bloody postman’s 
uniform rather than a nice green cagoule and a pair of gaiters. And the pipe 
is so handy for keeping midges at bay too. The queen could have a full 
frontal of herself on the stamps for all | care. 
Later, down to Stansgate for a working supper, then spoke to the Fabians. 
All the usual faces - Barbara, Tony Crosland, Tommy Balogh, Peter Shore - 
along with a newly-elected MP, John Smith. Afterwards, over tea and fig 
rolls, he told me of his recent traverses of An Teallach and the major 
Torridons. | was deeply envious - not just of his non-ministerial freedom to 
roam, but of his slim, hill-honed build, not an ounce of spare flesh on him. 
Occasionally, on fresh, sunlit days such as this, cooped in smoke-filled rooms, 
| wonder why on earth | disclaimed my peerage. Oh to be in Scotland now 
the springtime is here! The burden of democracy hangs heavy sometimes. 


4 Reasons why mountainbiking is a Good Idea... 


3€ The availability of a much greater number of surfaces on which to injure yourself. These include trees, boulders, 
cliffs, boulders, logs, sheep and boulders. Compare to the lot of the walker and you realise the new avenues 
mountainbiking opens up. 


36 Then there is the issue of clothing. Mountainbiking belongs to that elite group 
of sports where the aim of the clothing is to reveal as much of the bodily contours as 
possible. This puts it on a par with rockclimbing, as well as making it an ideal sport 
for would-be strippers. There is also the requirement to incorporate the entire spec- 
trum in one garment. 


3 The great number of skills needed for mountainbiking make walking appear tame. 
I mean, even braindead idiots can walk, but how many can do a one-handed wheelie 
or a 20ft bunnyhop, eh? (Surely these are definitions of braindead idiocy? - Ed.) 


3 Finally, the great rewards of a long downhill outweigh all negative points. 100s 
of feet’s worth of opportunities to maim your body, wreck your bike and rip your 
clothes is not to be sniffed at - and is certainly worth the five hours of hell pushing 
your bike up. 


Yo! It’s the TAC Christmas Quiz! 


It's that time again. Following the astounding success of our previous two festive puzzlers, the first all-correct 
(or nearest all-correct) entry drawn out of the chalk bag on Hogmanay will receive a TAC subscription, a TAC 
T-shirt anda copy of Munro’s Fables! Wow! Second prize is any one of the above three items. Usual rules 
apply: anyone who already knows beth the editor and the answers needn't apply. 


1 If a “map top” is the highest point on any given OS 1:50 000 Landranger map, which seven Scottish hills 
have the distinction of being double map tops? 


2 Which is the lowest Scottish map top? 


3 What connects The Bochel (491m, NJ233233 near Tomintoul) with Cruim Leacainn (228m, NN164805 near 
Fort Wiliam)? 


4 Which is the only Munro to appear on three separate 1:50 000 maps - and which maps are they? 


5 Give examples and grid refs for Scottish hills containing the following names: 


(i) Fiona (vi) lan 

(ii) Dave (vii) William 
(ili) Sean (viii) Len 
(iv) Ron (ix) Val 

(v) Roy (x) Vic 


6 Which is the most northerly Scottish hill to carry a view indicator marked with an English hill? 


7 Let X equal the total of the digits of the height of a hill in metres 
andletY " ‘ : feet 
and let Z=X+Y 


Eg for Mount Everest: 

X = 28 (ie 8+ 8+ 4+ 8), 

Y =21 (ie2+9+0+2+ 8) 
hence Z = 49 (ie 28 + 21) 


Which Scottish hill has a Z of 50? - ie higher than Everest? 
8 Why has a Venezuelan violinmaker been in the mountaineering news recently? 
9 According to current graffiti on its roadsigns, which Perthshire village is “Twinned with Trumpton’? 


..and 4 Reasons why mountainbiking is a Bad Idea 


36 The idiot factor. Looking like an irradiated space beetle may induce compliments from fellow space beetles, but 
to Jo Public you look like an escapee from Carstairs. Recent research suggests walkers are heading in the same 
direction, albeit in a milder form. Partial idiocy, or just mountainbikers trying to get out? 


~~ Total incompatibility with the hairy mountain man image. The long beard causes 
great wind resistance, and we all know cyclists shave their legs. In one short para- 
graph we have the reason why Murdo and the rest of the TAC staff (who they? - Ed.) 
will never be seen injuring themselves with a bike. 


36 The necessity of wearing a helmet puts paid to all Tom Weir types. A woolly, “this 
has been up every hill in Scotland” bunnet complete with pom-pom is as vital to them 
as long hair was to Samson. 


3 Finally, all those collectors of fancy gear (Think Pink, Rohan etc) will be as 


reluctant to get it dirty as is John Major to make policy statements. Mountain men? 
Don’t make me laugh! 


Gavin Smith 


Mountaineering Melodies No.12 


Girl: Will you raise me up? Will you help me down? Will you get me right out of this Godfor- 
saken town? Will you make it all a little less cold? 
Boy: | can do that! 1 can do that! 


Girl: | know the territory - I’ve been around. It’l/ all turn to dust and we'll all fall down. And 
sooner or later you'll be screwing around... 
Boy: | won’t do that! | won't do that! 


I’d do anything for love (But | won’t do that). Meatloaf. 1993 


All of life is here. Well, all of life in the 
hillclimbing sense at least. 

Scenario 1: Sensible Girl says Look, I’ll go 
along the Aggy Ridge with you provided you 
give me a hand on the really aggy bits and 
so long as it’s warm enough to sit about and 
eat our pieces, okay? Too-cocky-by-half Boy 
responds, | can do that! (twice, for effect) - 
when what will really happen is he strides 
on ahead, gets all sarcastic and patronising 
on the pinnacles, and generally treats her 
like shit. 

Scenario 2: Some time later. Original boyfriend ditched, new Rock Athlete in tow. Debate 
about safety ensues. She again looks for reassurance - that the ledge on which they are 
poised will not “turn to dust”. Discussion then turns to climbing ethics, with concern that he 
will use more points of aid than is absolutely necessary. Screwing around, bolting contro- 
versy, top-rope cleaning, call it what you will... 

Two things remain unclear however. Exactly what is it he won’t do for love - abseil off a 
shoogly spike? Buy OS Sheet 12? Appear in the opening titles for The Golden Cagoule? 
And why, at the end of the accompanying video, does the Boy supposedly win the hand of 
the Girl by turning from a hideous-looking ogre into... well, into Meatloaf? V.Diff, that one. 


Craig Weldon, our fashion correspondent in TACI5 forecast the imminent arrival of several far- 
fetched items, including the Video Guidebook and the Inflatable Bothy. But surely even he could not 
have foreseen how quick avid TAC readers would have been off the commercial mark... 


BOX SHELTERS 


To promote mountain safety, we are making our 
mountain shelters available to Boots Across Scotland 
members at special prices. 

Made in fully waterproof ripstop nylon 

Stuffs into a small and lightweight package 

Range of capacities up to 12 man 

Hem drawcord and large ventilator 


Essential for anyone going onto the hills in winter 
Normal Price Offer Price 
3-4 man £37 £31 
6-8 man £46 £40 
10-12 man £54 £48 


Alternatively nav the narmal nrice and Roots Across 


‘ ROH 
. H GARDENS, EDINBU! 
Seema 26 OCTOBER 


Boots Across Scotland 
Scotsman 2/11/93 Newsletter - November 1993 


Mind you, maybe the Scotsman has been spoofed. Anyone wanting to make up a thinly-veiled name 
based on The Angry Corrie could do a lot worse than “Annie Combe”. OK, who was it? 
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KORN PROBES SUFFERING 
CROFTERS 


My first day back at W & S and I find the business has 
been going to hell in a handcart while I’ve been in Scot- 
land. What else is new? 

I’m shuffling a stack of mail that’d choke a horse when I 
see this package with a Brit stamp. Inside is a newspaper 
called The Crofter and a note saying I’d see a piece about 
superquarries on Page 2. 

(I better explain here that I got so interested in the BBC’s 
program about quarries I hired an itsybitsy Scotch PR 
outfit to keep me in the picture.) 

I figured from the program that crofters are kinda like the 
small-time sodbusters we got rid of years ago by having 
the banks foreclose their mortgages and generally make 
life hell for them and their sickly kids. I hear the Frogs 
have them too and Mickey Kantor, Billy’s man on GATT, 
is working on them. 


VALUABLE 


Anyway, this piece is written by Iain Wilson, Mr 
Superquarries himself. I start to read it - and damn near 
fall asleep after a couple of sentences. 

You better believe it, PR-wise this guy ain’t got a prayer 
without Landward’s back-up. My time is too valuable to 
cut thru it, but on the other hand I need to get the matter 
squared away before I contact Joe Tomatoes who doesn’t 
like loose ends. 

I send for Gus K Korn, a sleazy, sneaky sonofabitch I only 
gave a job to cause his pop did my pop a couple of favors 
back in World War II. “Get me the lowdown on this shit,” 
I tell him. “And I want it yesterday.” 

Korn is back in three hours which is 2 hours and 55 min- 
utes more than I cared to wait. He tells me: “This para- 
graph - it’s 27 lines long for chrissakes - was written by a 
guy called Cooper 50 years ago. It’s about dams he wanted 
built in the Highlands. 


SMART 


“Cutting the crap language, he’s saying these dams will 
bring all kinds of goodies for the natives - jobs, big pounds, 
so they won't have to bust their asses crofting or prostrat- 
ing themselves before tourists. And Wilson is using it to 
help make his case.” 

“So,” I say. With an ingratiating grin that makes me want 
to smash his slimy face to a bloody pulp, Korn goes on: 
“It didn’t work that way. 

“What happened was for a couple of years, ’cept for smart 
Micks who could handle drilling machines, guys, a lot of 
them shipped up from cities, slopped around in stinking 
tunnels, lived in lousy leaky huts and were fed crap food. 
They worked up to 120 hours a week and more’n a few 
were killed cause they couldn’t tell a mucking machine 
from a horse’s ass. 

“Oh sure a few locals got jobs, laboring and the like anda 
couple who had old trucks to hire out made enough to 
buy houses and send their kids to fancy schools.” 


aes i ) aA ) ie! a 
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>) iF ; ,~\? 
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GIRLS ! THEY Guys 
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“So,” I say. “Well,” says Korn, “pretty soon the dams have 
flooded the best scenery and screwed up the salmon fish- 
ing, the Micks take off for pastures new and the guys who 
can’t or won’t follow them stick around to be housed and 
go on relief, the truck businesses go phutt and the whole 
goddam cosy culture is down the tubes.” 

“So what are the locals doing now?” “They’re bustin their 
asses crofting and prostrating themselves before tourists,” 
says Korn, “but these places were never the same as be- 
fore.” 


CHOKE 


Now he gets to a couple of real interesting things I didn’t 
hear on Landward. First he quotes Wilson as saying he 
thinks crofters would suffer environmental disbenefit. 
What the hell does this mean, I ask myself. Three REAL 
BAD words, suffer, environmental and disbenefit. 
Maybe the goddam sheep they’re always sounding off 
about will choke on rock dust. Maybe the quarry outfits’ Il 
build harbors plumb on top of prime shellfish beds. Maybe 
they'll want to work Sundays on Harris. Wilson doesn’t 
say. 

He does say crofters should get compensation, a GOOD 
WORD (so he did learn something on Landward), from 
an Environmental Levy now being discussed. But he 
doesn’t say who’s discussing it or just who in hell will 
decide what all this suffering is worth. 

“Get on to that,’ I tell Korn, glad that I don’t have to see 
his stupid, repulsive kisser any longer, “and make it snappy 
this time.” 

He’s heading for the door when I call: “What'd Wilson say 
about pay and conditions in the quarries?” “Nothing,” 
says Korn, “not a goddam thing.” 

I tell my secretary: “Get me Joe Tomatoes. If he’s not at his 
Long Island pad he’ ll be at the Family’s place up in the 
Catskills.” I activate the scrambler and wait for Joe’s call. 


Milo Minderbinder Jnr 


Dear TAC, 


In the Bothygate Conspiracy (TAC75, 
pp8-9), the most interesting question 
must be how your ace reporter buys a 
pint having already bought the tape 
with all his money! Temporal 
transfer pockets perhaps, or does the 
Scottish Munro Centre in fact move 
due to the physical effect of the meta- 
physical pockets and the origin and 
number of coins appearing therein. 
Further revelations are awaited with 
bated breath and ice axe at the ready. 


Yours, 
John Morris 
Kincardine 


Ed. - Are metaphysical pockets what 
metaphysical poets have in their 
cagoules ...? 


Dear TAC, 


Whilst recently on a cycling holiday 
(see p3 and pp14-15 for more on this 
kind of behaviour - Ed.), a friend and 
I were merrily singing a ’60s song 
when suddenly we realised that we 
had stumbled upon yet another 
famous hillwalking Percy, even more 
famous than Percy Sledge from 
TAC 14. The Percy I am referring to is 
none other than Robert Plant, known 
as Percy by all Led Zep types. The 
song in question was “Babe I’m 
gonna leave you”, from their first 
album, with lines such as: 

“Babe I’ve gotta ramble...” 

“We’re gonna walk in the park every 
day...” 

So, was this just a coincidence, or was 
Mr Plant keen on bagging a few 
Munros of a weekend rather than 
doing the normal rock star thing? 
Well, his weekend pastime obviously 
provided inspiration for other songs 
such as Ramble On, Misty Mountain 


Hop, Over the Hills and Far Away, 
Trampled Under Foot and Black 
Mountain Side. 

Pretty conclusive, eh? 


Stephen Eglen, 
aka Dr Fumble Bum 
Norfalbion 


Ed. - Not really. But here's a picture 
of Percy Plant: 


Dear TAC, 


Further to my letter included in your 
previous edition of The Angry Field, 
I might add that no mention has yet 
been made of Percy Law, that noble 
eminence of 304m some way south 
of the quaint Highland community 
of Town Yetholm. I sincerely trust you 
will remedy this disgraceful omission 
forthwith. 


Yours &c, 
Sir Hector Persiflage, 
Swindon 


Sa a Se a 
Dear TAC, 


“New Age Travellers” have escaped 
media attention of late, but one band 
in particular has brought to light a 
problem peculiar to Scotland. These 
travellers spent last winter in a layby 
on Loch Laggan-side in the Central 
Highlands. The repercussions of their 
visit have now to be met by all trav- 
ellers to this area. Anyone who passes 
the layby where they camped will 
notice that large boulders have now 
been placed to block off access to all 
who would use the layby. 

While I sympathise in some ways with 
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the New Age people, their actions are 
eroding the rights of all travellers. 
Let’s look at one case in particular, 
the “Scottish Travelling People”, the 
“Tinkers”’. 

Tinkers for over a century now have 
put up with depravation and perse- 
cution because they would not con- 
form toa “settled” way of life. Scots 
tinkers are mainly of old Highland 
stock. They have been travelling the 
North since the Clearances, and they 
have had to fight long and hard to 
get recognised status in the scheme 
of things. 

Along come the New Age Travellers, 
who are mostly people discontented 
with their lot in life. They lean heav- 
ily on “The State”, and contribute 
little to the work or economy of where 
they live. 

Tinkers, on the other hand, travelled 
and still travel to find work. And 
much of their travelling is done for 
this alone. I am not saying that no 
Tinker ever claims state benefit. Nor 
that no New Age Traveller would 
accept work. But it seems to me, and 
this is a personal opinion, that though 
New Age Travellers may have a say 
in where and how they want to live, 
their actions should not have reper- 
cussions for other minority groups, 
be they Tinkers, hillwalkers, 
caravaners, or for that matter anyone 
who enjoys free access to the coun- 
tryside. 


Yours, 

Dave McFadzean 
Thornhill, 
Dumfriesshire 


Ed. - Since when has it been a bad 
thing to claim state benefit? Mind 
you, until only recently it was okay 
to be a single parent. 


SES ee a a ee 
Dear TAC, 


Looking at Forestry Commission land 
around Argyll now, I can hardly 
believe it’s less than ten years since I 
wrote a piece in The Herald bitching 
about “The creeping green plague of 
blanket forestry.” 

In that time, drove roads, coffin routes 
and other ancient tracks have been 
reopened, thousands of broadleaf 
trees have been planted and the hard 


outlines of conifer plantations 
“softened.” 

The dedicated guys at the top have 
plenty of other ideas to improve 
matters, including plans to further 
regenerate areas of Scots pine, indig- 
enous oak, birch and rowan. 

But it looks as though they’re not 
going to be allowed to do it. Why? 
Because this collection of misbegot- 
ten ratbags some people call a 
government is about to break its 
promise not to privatise the Commis- 
sion. 

We all know what that will mean; you 
can hear them: “Of course we will 
take a sympathetic view of access and 
the environment, but our first duty 
must be to our shareholders.” 


So, unless TAC’s motley readership 
wants forestry policies back where 
they were 20 years ago, a massive 
campaign must be launched against 
this latest double-cross. 

Write thousands of letters to the press 
(local and national), TV and radio, 
MPs, conservation organisations and 
above all Viceroy Lang and Sir 
Hector Monro MP, the doddering 
auld eejit who’s supposed to be in 
charge of such things. My MP, Ray 
Michie, tells me Monro doesn’t seem 
to know what’s going on, which will 
surprise no one. 


Yours, 
Jack Wills 
Isle of Seil 


Dear TAC, 


Can you tell me if the addition of these 3000ft tops, overlooked by Mr Bearhop, 


affect the position of the SMC? 


Top (“...” means made-up name) Height Parent 


Stuc a’ Choire Dhuibh Bhig 


“Stob Coire na Cloiche” (E ridge) 915m _ Ceath’nan 


“Stuc Fraoch Choire” (N ridge) 
Stob an Duine Ruaidh 


Grid ref Aggyness 
915m _ Liathach 944582 Very 

075228 = Slight 
916m Ceath’nan 052254 = A bit 
918m _ Starav 124410 Quite 


Also, Beinn a’ Bhuird S top has moved a bit further N and higher. (It’s not at all 


aggy.) 


There is a rumour going around that the 4th Pinnacle of Gillean is possibly 


“in”. Go for it Murdo! 


And by the way, Kinder Scout (TAC/5, p5) has three trig points! Does this 


increase its Coefficient of Agginess? 


Yours, 
Richard Webb 
Wolverhamptalbion 


Ed. - Not sure - but this is obviously the origin of the phrase “Aggy Aggy 


Aggy”. 


Dear TAC, 


I really must protest. Not only does 
your so-called “fanzine” repeatedly 
plagiarise well-respected television 
programmes such as Crimewatch UK, 
The Golden Cagoule and Eurotrash, 
but now you have unscrupulously 
delved into the realm of poetry also. I 
have before me a first edition of Prof 
DJ Horseman and Sir James Ure’s 
Pearls of English Poetry, 1923-82, in 
which the following bears uncanny 
resemblence to Hugh Tooby’s 
“poem”, The Einich Pine, in TAC15 
(p16): 


The Habitat Pine 


Soft shafts of pearl 100 watts 
downlight the Habitat pine 
in a sea of cushions 

at the edge of the store. 


“This pine sofa stands alone 
itself complete; 

if madam prefers 

an ancient piece 

she should go to Antiques-U-Like 
round the corner. 


“And these pines stand 
for what have been left 

by the throng of the sales; 
not only Ratners sell crap.” 


I trust you will write to “Mr Tooby” 
(presuming this to be his real name, 
which I very much doubt), and inform 
him of the laws and statutes govern- 
ing this kind of behaviour. How can 
your magazine ever be regarded as a 
serious literary journal with such slip- 
shod editors at the helm? 


Yours, 
Michael Ignaffieff, Albania 


The adjacent cutting should be 
of interest to all who strive and 
struggle against the Highland 
midge. Rumours that such 
matches are soon to be avail- 
able across the counter in 
Nevisport and Tiso have yet to 
be confirmed. 
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Forbidden matches contain napalm = Ukraine ~ According to 
TWA officials, a dangerous camping match, which is manufactured in the 
Ukzaine and sold to tourists in Russia, is making its way to the United States. 
The three-inch long matches contain napalm and, once struck, will set off all 
smoke detectors within 50 feet. The match’s flame can not de extinguishec by 
blowing or dousing with water. All passengers visiting or originating in 
Russia should be questioned about the matches, since they are extremety 

| dangerous and strictly forbidden on all aircraft. 


OS Sheet. 12: Time for abolition? 
TAC readers will be all too well aware of the amount of hard- 
earned money they continually shovel into the Ordnance 
Survey’s bottomless coffers. Landranger maps continue to 
rocket in price, such that a full set now costs an astonishing 
£850+. This sits uneasily with the sub-one-pound editions from 
the early eighties, and with the spell when prices seemed to 
stick at £1.40 for a goodly while mid-decade. 
Then there is the flimsiness issue. Your editor isn’t averse to a 
little flimsiness in the appropriate places, but for an expensive 
map to turn to papier-maché at the first hint of Scottish Weather is 
a bit much. Pink cardboard covers may be okay for rural rambles 
around Chew Magna and the like, but in an uncanny echo of the 
current OAP/winter fuel payment debate, the number of lifetime 
copies of, say, Sheet 33 bought by the average Scottish hillgoer 
must be far greater than the requirements of a similarly active south- 
ern walker. Why can’t the OS laminate their maps as do the excellent 
Harveys of Doune? Given that Harveys seem able to do so at no extra 
cost, and given the vastly wider market of the OS, this does tend to 
suggest an unseemly degree of pocket-lining by the surveyors from 
Southampton. 
Maps can of course be protected by large plastic map cases, but the 
arguments against the purchase of such were spelled out within these 
very pages right at the start, in TAC1. To parade around the ridges with a transparent square flapping around your front 
bottom is as inappropriate as turning up, as your editor often does, at trendy nightclubs wearing cords, cardigan and 
cagoule. 
But towering over all these injustices is the matter of overlaps. Take a look at the back of any OS map. The big outline 
of Britain shows 204 sheets, but also a remarkable amount of wastage. You have to search for sheets - such as 20 and 79 
- not partially contained by neighbours. This is less obvious on the current editions, with everything drawn in white; 
earlier versions showed overlapping areas in grey. A case of tactful marketing perhaps? 
Sheet 12 - Thurso, Wick and surrounding area - like every other Landranger map, contains 1600 small 1k squares. Of 
these, 225 overlap with Sheet 7, 16 with Sheet 17, and a quite ridiculous 960 with Sheet 11. Even accepting that the 
11/12 overlap includes the whole of the 12/17 overlap, this still leaves Sheet 12 with only 415 squares over which it 
has sole, undisputed jurisdiction. No other map in the country suffers such interference; even if you live in the Sheet 
137/138/148/149 area of Wales, or the 13/14 bit of Lewis, things aren’t quite so bad. Nor does it stop there. Of these 
415 squares, exactly 200 contain nothing but blue, blue sea. Which leaves a mere 215 squares - or 13.5% of the total. 
It therefore goes without saying that Sheet 12 is the least worthwhile buy of all Landranger maps - and this is even 
without bothering to add in the fact of it also being one of the flattest. Only Sheet 46 among Scottish maps shares the 
distinction of not including a Marilyn - a hill with a 150m drop on all sides. Why, you could almost be in Lincolnshire, 
ogling the Boston Stump. 
Sheet 12 also lacks a proper “map top”. The map top receives further coverage elsewhere in this issue, but is basically 
aconcept we at TAC have invented to denote the highest point on any given map. Usually this is clear-cut: Nevis is the 
map top of Sheet 41, Goat Fell of both 62 and 69, etc. But occasionally the highest piece of land on any map is on the 
very edge of the sheet, and doesn’t actually constitute a named summit. Hence whilst Cruach Ardrain, at 1045m, is the 
highest summit on Sheet 56, a 1050m contour sneakily intrudes from neighbouring Stob Binnein. And yes, this is also 
the case with Sheet 12: the map top is on the very western edge, at northing 550, approximately 280m up the shoulder 
of Beinn nam Bad Mor, the summit of which lies, predictably, on Sheet 11. The next highest point is a toss-up between 
the sheet’s highest genuine peak, 244m Ben Dorrery, and another disappearing-act slope at easting 052. Sheet 12 
seems such a grim piece of cartography that even its few hills are trying to escape onto adjacent sheets. 
So TAC is campaigning for the abolition of this useless bit of paper. A few signatories, a letter or two to the papers, a 
lobby of the Southampton and Thurso MPs... that should do the trick. Nor should the inhabitants of the 216 unique 
squares feel poised above the abyss of oblivion. Our government is always rationalising and rearranging, so this could 
easily apply here. 
For starters, Sheet 7 itself has a totally pointless overlap with Sheet 6. Simply by moving 7 due southwards, 95 squares 
could be salvaged. Moving it slightly westward - trimming the area of sea immediately east of the island of Burray - 
liberates a further 6 squares from Sheet 12. This leaves only 114 squares - 29 in the bit around Scrabster and the 
unpleasant-sounding Ness of Litter, and 85 on the coastal strip from Noss Head (which should surely be called Noss 
Ness?) down to Ulbster, including Wick itself. These could either be put in boxes and placed in the sea @ la Milleur 
Point on Sheet 82 - or, more radically and cost effectively, various of the sheets hereabouts could be printed diagonally, 
so neatly accommodating the problematic squares by dint of Pythagorus. Indeed, this particular method opens up all 
manner of new possibilities for OS improvement. Rather than just reducing the number of Landranger sheets from 204 
to 203, the whole country could be mapped slantwise, so bringing the figure down to around 190. 
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